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The Prologue, 
Y 5. ſilence and attention worthy friends, 


That your free ſpirits may with more pleaſing (enſe, 
 ** Relliſhthelife of this ouraCtiue (ccanc, 
To which intent,to calme this murmuring breath, 
We ring this round with our inuoking ſpelles, 
If that your liltning cares be yet prepard 
Toentercaine the ſubic of our play, 
Lend vs your patience, 
Tis Peter Fabella renowned Scholler, 
Whole fame hath (till beene hitherto forgot 
By all the writers of this latter age. 
In Middle: {cx his birch and his abode, 
Not full ſeauen mile from this great famous Citic 
That for his f-me in (|cights and magicke won, 
Was calde the merry Fiend of Edmonton, 
If any hcere make doubt of ſuch a name, 
In E.monton yet freſh vatothis day, 
Fixtinthe wall of that old antient Church 
His rronumentremainethto be ſcenc ; 
His mewory yet inthe mouths of men, 
Tnat whiltt he liude he could deceive the Diuell. 
Imagine now that whilfl he isretirde, 
From Cambridge backe vnto his natiue home, 


$uppoſcthe lilcntſable viſagde night, 
A 3 Caſts 


— 


Caſts cr hlacke eurtaine over all the world, 

And whijli} he (Icepes within his (ilent bed, 

Toylde with the (tudics of the pailcd day ; 

b The very time and houre wherejathat ſpirit 

That many ycares attended his commaund z 

| And oftentimes twixt Cambridge and that towne, 

Had ina miur* borne him through the ayre, 

| By compolition twixt the end ang him, Draw the (fr 44ner, 
| Comes now to claime the Echoller tor his due, 

Bchold him heere Jaide on his re(tletle copch, 

H's fatall chime preparcd at his head, 

His chamb-r guarded with theſe fable lights, | 
And by him (tands that Necromanticke chaire, 

Io which he makes his direfull inyocations, = 

F And binds the fiends that (hall obey his will, | 
Sit with a ple.ſcd eye vntill you know 

The Commicke end of our ſad Tragique ſhow, Exit, 


The Chime goer,in which time Fabell is oft ſcene toflare about 
him,ana bold up bis bands. 


" Fa. What meanes the toulling of this fatall chime? 

O whata trembling horror (trikes my hart | 

My ſtiffacd haire (tands vpright on my head, 

As doc the briſtles ofa porcupine. | 
| Enter Coreb a Spirit, 

= Fabell awake, or I will beare thee henge headlang 
to hell, 

BM Fab. Ha, ha, why doſt thou wake me ? 
Coreb,isitthou ? . 
| Cor, Tis I, 

Fa. I know thee well,I hearethe watchfull dogs, | 
With hollow howling ecll of thy approch, 
The lights burne dim,affrighred with thy preſence : 

And this diſtemperd and tempeſtuous night 
Tclls me che ayre is troubled with ſome Diucll.”? 
Cer. Comeartthou ready ? : my 


_ of Edmonton, 


Fab, Whither? or to what ? 
Cor. Why Scholler this the houre my date expires, 
I wull depart and cometoclaime my due. 
Fab. Hah,what is thy due? 
Cor. Fab:il,thy (clfe. 
F Fab. Oletnotdarkenes hearetheeſpeake that word, 
Leaſt chat with force it hurry hence amianc, 
And leauethe world to looke vpon my woe, 
Yet oucrwhelnie me with this globe of carth, 
Andletalittle ſparrow with her bill, 
Take burſo much as ſhe can bearc away, 
That cuery day thus loſing of my load, 
I may againc in time yecthope toriſe, 
Cor. Did(t thou not write thy name in thine owne blood ? 
And drew(t the formall ueed twixt thee and mee, 
And is it not recorded now in hell ? 
Pa. Why comſt thouin this ſterne and horred ſhape ? 
Not in familiar ſort as thou w2lt wont? 
Cor, Becauſc the date of thy command is out, 
And Iam mailter of thy sk1ll and thee. 
Fa Ccreb,thuu angry and impatient ſpirit, 
I hauc carneſt buſineile for a private friend, 
Reſerue me ſpirit vnnill ſome further time. 
Cor, I will notfor the mincs of all the earth. Ts” 
Fa. Then Ict meriſe,andereIleauc the world, m 
Ile diſpatch fome bufices that 1 hauc todoe,” | 
And 1a mcane time repoſe thee in thatCheyre. 
Cor. F abel,l will. Sur donmne. 
Fa. Othat this ſoule that coſt ſo great price, 
As the deere pretious blood of her redeemer, 
Inſpirde with knowledge, ſhould by that alone 
Which makes a man ſo meane vnrothe powers, 
Even lead him downe intothe depth of hell, 
When men in their owne pride ({triue to know more 
Then man ſhould know ! 
For this alone God calt the Angels downe, 
The inkanitic of Arts ts |1ke a (ca, 
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The mer ry Diuell 


ft Into which when man will take in hand to faile 
| Further then reaſon,which ſhould be his pilot, 
Ha th skill tro guide him, looſing once his compaſlle, 
He fallethto (uch deepe and dangerous whirlepooles, 
As he doth loofe the very (ight of heaven : 
1 The more he (triucs to come to quiet harbor, - 
| The further 1!l he finds himſelte from land, 
Man (triving (ti[l ro finde the depth of cuill, 
1 Scexingtobe a Go4,becomes a Diuell, 
# Cor. Come Fabell haſt thou done ? 
| | * Fab. Yes,yes,come hither. 
} Cor. Feabell,l cannor, 
| Fab. Cannot,what ailes your hollownes ? 
Cor. Good Fabe//he]pe me. " 
| F 2b. Alas where lies your griefe? ſome Aqua-vitz, 
l Th: Diucl's very licke,I feare heel'e dic, 
| For he lookes very ill. 
l! Coy. Darlt thou deride the miniſter of darkenes ? 
| In Lucifcrs dread name Coreb coniurcs thee 
| 


| To'ct him free. 
Fab. I will not for the mines of all the carth, 
Vnlesthou give me hibertie to fee, 
IS Scaucn ficnds more before thou ſcaze on mee. 
Cor. Fabei,lgiuc itthce. 
|| " Fg. Swearc damned hend. 
'.- Core Vnbind mezand by hell I will nottouch thee, 
Till ſcauen yearcs from this hource be full cxpirde. 
. Fab, Enough,come our. 
Cor. Avengeance take thy art, 
 Liveand conuertall piety tocuill, 
Neuer did man thus ouer-reach the Diuell, 
Notime onearth like Phactentique flames, 
Can have perp=tuall being. lle returne 
| Tomy infernall manſion,but be ſure 
Thy (cauen yeeres done,no tricke ſhall make me tarry, 
 - But Coreb,thouto hell ſhalt Fabel carry. 
_ F4b. Thenthusbetwixt v8 two this yariance ends, 
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Thou tothy fcllow Fiends, I to my Friends. Exit. 


Euter Syr Arthur Clare, Dorcas his Lady, Mulliſcent his Daughter, 
Jouns Hirry Clare, the man booted, the Gentle- Woman, 
L W Cleakrs and ſafe-garder , Blagne the merry 
Hoſt of the George comes 1n with them. 
Het. VV Elcome good Knightto the George at Walrhaw, 
My Frechold,myTencmets,goods,and chattcls: 
Madame hee'rs a roome in the very Homer and 
Tliads of a lodging it hath none of the 4. clements in it; I buile 
ir out of the Center, and I drinke nere the leiſe Sacke, 
' Welcome my little walt of Maiden-heads,what? 
I ſcruc the good duke of Nortolke. | 
Clare, God a mercic ry good Holt Blagwe, 
Thou haſt a good ſeate here, 
Hoſt T'is correſpondent or ſo, theres not a T artarian 
Nor a Cartier (hall breath vpon your Geldings, 
They hauc villanous rancke feete, the rogues, 
And thev ſhall not ſweatejin my linnen, 
Knights and Lords too hauc bene drunkein my houſe; 
I thanke che Deſtinies: 
Har. Pce'the good linfull In-keeper,will that corruption thine 
Oltler,looke well ro my Geldings : Hay,a poxe of theſe ruſhes. 
H:ſt. You, Saint Demnis, your Geldings ſhall walke without 
.doores,and coolc his feete, tor his Matters lake, by the bodice of 
S. Georpe, | haue an exccllentintellef to goltcale ſome veniſon, 


Now when waſt thou in the Forreſt 7 
Harr. Away you (tale metiſe-of-white-broth : Come hither 


lifter, let me helpe you. 

Clare. Mine Hoſte , is not Syr Richaid Mownchenſey come 
yet,according to our appointment when we laſt dinde here?} 

Hoft. The Knight's not yct apparent, marry heere's a Fore- 
runner that ſumons a pariey z and ſaith, hee'le be heere Top and 
eop-gallant preſently. 

Clare. Tis well ; Good mine Hoſt goe downe,and ſee Break- 


faſt be provided, 


Hoft. Knight, thy breath hath the —_ of a woman, it takes 
| mc 


The merry Deuill 
me downe, I am forthe baſer Element of the Kitchin, Iretire 
like a valiant ſouldier, face point blanke tothe foe-man or like 
a Courticr,chat muſt nor ſhew the Prince his poſtcriors ; vaniſh 
to know my Canuaſadocs,and my intcrrogatorics,for | [cruethe 
good duke of Norfolke. Exit, 
Cle, How dothimy Ladiec,are you not weary Madame ? 
Corre hither, I muſt talke in private with you, 
My daughter 1M{:/1/cemt mult not cuer-hcoarc. 
Atill. 1, whilpering,pray God it tend to my good, 
Strange feare allailes ny heart, vſurps ary bloud. 
C{i. Yeu know our niectirg with the Knight Aornchenſey, 
Is to alſurc our daughter to his heire. 
Der. Tis without queſto, 
 Clz. Tworedious Winters haue paſt orc, ſince firſt 
Theſe couple lou'd eachother,and in paſſion, 
Glewd firſt their naked hands with youthful :oyſture, 
- luſtſolong on my knowledge. 
Dor. And what of this ? 
Cla. This morning ſhou'd my daughter}, hername, 
And to AMoxnchenſeys houſe conucy our armes, 
Quartercd within his ſcutchion, th'sthance made' 
 Twixt him and her, this morning ſhould be (calde. 
Dor. I know it ſhould. 
. ©  Clz. Butthere arc croiſes wife, here's one in Waltham, 
Another at the Abbey; and the third 
At Cheſten : and tis ominousto paile 
Any of theſe without a Pater-noſter. 
Crolles of Lowe {til} thwart this marriage, 
Whilſt chat we two like ſpirites walke in night, 
Abuut thoſe ſtonic, and hard-harted plots, 
A1il. O God, what meancs my father ? 
Cls. For loeke you wife the riotous vide Knight, 
Hath ore-run h18 anruall reueruc, 
In keeping 1-]l[y Chriſ{mas all the yeare, 
- The nolthrilles of his chimney arc (till Nuffe, 
With ſmoke more chargeable then Cane: robacrs, 


His hawkes deuoure hus fatteft dogs,whillt ſimple, 
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His leaneſt curres eate his hounds carrion 
Belides,l heard of late his younger Brother, 
\ Or Twrkey-Marchant, hath ſure ſuck'de the Knight, 
Dy mcanecs of ſome great loiles on the Sea, 
That you conceiue mc, before God all naught, 
His ſeate is weake,thus each thing righrly ſcand, 
Youlc ſec a flight wife,ſhortly of his Land. « 
Atill, Treaſon to my hearts trucſ} ſoucraigne, 
Howſoor is loue ſmothered in foggy gaine? 
Dor. B how ſhall wee prevent this dangerous match? 
Cls. I |. 1c aplot,atricke,and this it is, 
Vader this +lourlle breaxe off the match; 
Ie tell thek..ight thatnow my minde is chaungde 
For marrying of my daughter; for | intend 
Tolcnd her vnto Cheſton Nmnry, 
Mill. O meaccurlt | 
There to become a molt religious Nunne, 
Ali. Ile firſt be buried quicke. 
Cla. Toſpend her beautic in moſt private prayers. 
A111. Ie ſooner beaſinner in forſaking 
Motherand father. 
Cla. How dolt like my plot? 
| Dor, Exceeding well, but is it your intent 


She ſhall continue there ? 
Cla. Continue there, Ha, ha, that were a jeſt, 
You know a Virgin may coutinue there, \ 
Atwelue-month and aday,onely oi) eriall, 
There fall my daughter ſoiourne ſome three moneths. 
And in mcane time Ile compatlc a tairc match 
T wixt youthfull /erninohaw, the luſty heire 
Of (Sr Raphe [erningham) dwelling in the forreſt; 
I thinke they'le both come hither with Afounchenſey. Exennt. 
Dr. Your care argues the loue you beare our childe, 
I will (ubſcribe to any thing youle have me. 
| Atul. You will (ubſcribe to it, g00d,good,tis well, 
Louc hath ewo chaircs of ftatc,heawen and hcll; 
My dcarc Afonnohen/cy, thou my death ſhale rue. 
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and the Sea- carde. 

follow me,l hauc Charles-wainc belowe In a Butte of lacke,l will 
gliſter like your Crab-hſh. | 
Dixionaric 18s your oncly booke,to (tudicin a Celler,a man ſhall 
fnde very ſtrauge wordsin it,come my Hoſt;lets ſerue the good {| 
Duke of Norfe)ke. | 


duke of Norfolke, 


The merry Deuill 
Ere to thy heart Ilcent proue vnerue. Exit, 
' Enter Blapne. , | 
Hoff. Oſtlers, you knaucs and commanders, take the Horſes 
of the Knights and Competitors : your honorable Hulkes haue 
put into harborough, theile take it: fre ſh-water here,and | have 
prouided cleane cham-berpots. J 5a, they come. 


Enter Syr Richard Mownnchenſey, Syr Raphe Terringham your 
Franke Jernmgham, Raymond Meonnchen/ey, 
Peicr Fabll, and Bilbo, 


H.ft. The D:ſtinics bee moſt neate Chamberlaiues to thele 
{vaggering Puritaries, Kn'yhts uf the (nb(idie, 

$yr Mow. God a mercic good mine Hoſt, 

Syr [ern. Thankes good loft Blagwe, 

Heft. Roome for my caſc of Piſtolles, that haue Greeke and 
Latine bulicts in them: Let me cling to your lankes my nimble 
Gibcraltcrs,and blowe winde in your calucs to make them (well 
bigger : Ha,lle caper in mine owne-Fce- imple, away with pur- 
tillives,and Orthography, 1 ſeruc the good Duke of Norfolke. | 

Bulbs, Tutere tu patule recubans ſub tegmine fag. | 

Bil. Truly mine Hoſt, 5i/bs,though he be ſomewhat out of 
faſhion.,will be your onely blade (til), I have a villanous ſharpe 
ftomacke to ſlice a breake-fallt. 

Heſt. Thou ſhalt have it without auy more diſcontinnance, 
releaſcs,or atturnement; what ? we know our termes of hunting, 


Ztl. And doe youſerue the good Duke of Norfolke ſtill 2 
Heſs. Still,and till,and ſtill, my ſouldier of $. 2 intins,come; 


Bilb. You have fine Scholler-like-Tearmes, your Coopers {| 


Heſt. And ſtill,and lill,and till my Boy, 1lcſervethe good 


Iere 
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ler. Good Sir Arthwy Clare, 
Clar. What Gentleman is that? I know him not, 
Mour, Tis M. Fabell Sir,a Cambridgeſcholler, 
My ſonnes deere friend. 
Car, Sir,l intreate you know me. 
Fab, Command me lir,l amatfeed to you 
For your Mornnchenſcyer lake, 
Clair. Alas for him, 
I not reſpeR whether he ſinke or ſwim, 
A word in priuate Sir Raph [ermmghans. 
Ray. Me thinkes your father looketh ſtrangely on me, 
Say louc,why arc youlad ? 
AM. lam not lweete, 
Paſſion is (trong,when woe with woe doth mecte. 
Clar. Shall'sin to breakefaſl, after wee'l conchude 
The caulc of this cur comming,in and feed. 
And let that vſher a more (crious deed. 
Mill. Whilſt you deſire his griefe,my heart ſhall bleed. ® 
Yong ler. Raymend Mounchenſey come be frolick friend, 
This is the day thou haſt cxſpeed long. 
Ray. Pray God decre Harry Clare it proue ſo happy, 
ler. There's nought can alterit,be merry lad 
Fab, There's nought ſhall alterit,be liucly Raymond, 
Stand any oppoſition gainſt thy hope, 
Art ſhall confront it with her largeſt ſcope. Exemuni. 
j. - Peter F 7 olus. 
Fab. Good old Memnchenſey,isthy hap fo ill, 
That for thy bounty and thy royall parts, 
Thy kind alliance ſhould be held in ſcorne, 
And afterall theſe promiſes by Cle, 
Refuſe to giue his daughter to thy ſonne, 
Onely becauſe thy Revenues cannotreach, 
To nagke her dowageof ſorich aioynture, 
As canthe heire of wealthy [erningham ? 
And therefore is the falfe foxe now in hand, 
To ſtrike a match betwixther and th'other, 
And the old gray-bcards now arccloſetogether, 
B 3 | Plotting 
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Plotting it in the garden.1s't eucn (o? 
1 ** Raymond Monnchenſey,boy,havethouandT 
Thus long at Cambridge read the liberall Arts, - f 
» The Metaphyſickes,Magicke,and tholc parts, 
 Ofthe molt ſecret deepe philoſophic? > 
Heucl ſo many mclancholy nights | 
Watch'd on thetop of Peter-houſe higheſt tower ? 
And come we backe vntoour natiue home, 
For want of skitl toloſe the wench thou lou'lt ? 
Weele firſt hang Envill in ſuch rings of miſte 
Asneucr roſe from any dampilh fenne, 
Ile make the brinde (ca to riſc at Ware, 
And drowne the marſhes vntoStratford bridge, 
_ _« Ne drivethe Decre from Waltham in their walkes, | 
And ſcatter them like ſheepe in cucry field : 
We may'perhaps be croſt,but if we be, 
He ſhall croſle the diucll that but croiles me. Enter Raymond 
But erc comes Kaymerd diſconſolate & ſad, andyong Terning, 
And hecres the gallant that muſt hauc the wench. 
I pre'thee Kaymond leaue theſe ſolemne dumps, 
Reuiuc thy ſpirits,thou that before haſt beene, 

+ More watchfull then the day-proclayming cocke, 
As ſportiuc asa Kid,as francke and merry 
As mirth her (clfe, 

If oughtin me may thy content procure, 
It is thine owne thou may lt thy (clfe allure. 
Ray. Ha Iermnghan,if any but thy (clfc 
' Had ſpoke that word,it would hauc come as cold 
As the bleake Northerne winds,vpon the face 
Of winter. 

'. From thee they hauc ſome power vpon my bloed, 
Yet being from thee, had but that hollow ſound, 
Come from thelips ofanyliuing man, 

= Irmight hauc won the credite of mine care, . 
'From thee it cannot, 
Ter. If 1 vnderſtand thee,l am a villain, 


| What doſlt thou ſpeake in parables tothy friends? 
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Cler. Come boy and make me this ſame groning loue, 

Troubled with ftitches,and the cougha'th lungs, 

That wept his cycs out when he was a childe, 

And cucr ſince hath ſhot at hudman-blind, 

Make her lcape,caper,ierke and laugh and ſing) 

And play me horſe-trickes, 

Make Cupid wanton as his mothers doue, - 
But,in this ſort boy | would hauec thee loue. 

Fab. Why how naw mad cap? what my Juſty Frovke, 
So necrea wifc,and will not ill your fricnd ? . 
But you will to this geere in hugger-mugger, 

Artthou curnde milcr Raſcall in thy louecs ? 

ler. Who TI ? z blood, what ſhould all you ſce in me, 

That I ſhould looke like a married man ? ha, 
Am [ balde ?are my legstoo little for my hoſe ? 
If I fecleany thing in my forchead,I am 

a villain,docl wearc a night-cap?doe I bend 
in the hams ? What do(t thou ſee in methat[ 
ſhould be towards marriage,ha? 

Cla. Whatthou marticd? let me looke vpon thee, 
Rogue,who hes giuen this out of thee ? how 
cam(t thou into this ill name?what company 
Ha(t chou bin in Raſcall ? 

Fab, You are the man (ir, muſt have Milleſcent, 
The match is making inthe garden now, 
Her ioynture is agreed on,and th'old men 
Your fathers mcanc to lanch their buſy bags, 
Bur in mcane time tothruſt Mountchenſcy off, 
For colour of this new intended match. 
Faire Milleſcent to Cheſton mult be ſent, 
To take the approbation for a Nun. 
Nere looke vpon me lad,the matchis done. 

ſer. Raymond Mountchenſey,now I touch thy gricfe, 

With the true feeling of a zealous friend. 
And as for fare and beauceous Milleſcent, 
With my vaine breath [ will notſeekero (lubber, 


Her angel like perfeAtions,but thou know'lt, 


p) 
The merry Dinell 
| That Eiſcx hath the Saint thatI adore, 
Where ere did'(t mecte me, but we two were Iouiall, | 
But like a wag thou haſt not laught at mc, 1-20 
And with regardlcs ieſting mockt my love ? 
|. Now many a (ad and weary ſummer night, 
| My (ighs haue drunke the dew from off the earth, 
And I ague taughe the Nitingale to wake, 

Andfrom the mcadowes ſprung the carc ly larke, 

| * An hourebeforcſhe ſhould haueliſttoling, 

I hauc loaded the poore minutes with my moancs, 
That [ hauc made the heauy ſlow paſde houres, 
To hang like heauic clogs vpon the day, 

But deerc Mownchenſey, had not my affection | 
Seazde on the beauty of another dame, 
Before I would wrong the chaſe and leaue the Joue, * 
Of one fo worthy and ſo true a friend, 

I will abiure both beauty and her ſight, 
And will in ſJouc become a a 
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Mount. Deere lerningbam, thou haſt begot my life, SE 
And from the mouth of hell where now 1 ſate, | 
I feele my ſpirit rebound againſt the ſtars: 

Thou haſt conquerd me deere friend in my free ſoule, 
Their time or death can by their power controule. 

Fab. Franke Jerningham,thou art a gallant boy, | | 
And were he not my pupill{ would lay, 
| He were as finc a metled gentleman, 

Ofas free ſpirit,and of as finea temper, 
Azis in England,and he is a Man, 


That very richly may deſcrue thy loue, 
 Butnoble Clare, this while of our diſcourſe, 
What may Monncherſeys honour tothy (clfc, 
ExaQ vponthe meaſure ofthy grace ? (know 


Clar. Raymond Monnchenſcy ? 1 would have thee 
He docs not breath thisayre, 


Wholc loue 1 cheriſh,and whoſe ſoule I loue, *#{1.2 
More then Afownchenſeyes : 

Nor cuer in my life didſce the man, 

Whom for his wit and many vertuous parts, 


| 
| 
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I thinkeng moreof myfifters loue. 
But ſince the matter growes ynto this paſſe, 
I muſt not ſeernc to crolle my Fathers will. 
But when thou liſt to viſit her by night, 
My horſes ſadled,and the ſtable doore 
Stands readic forthec,vſe them ar thy pleaſure, 
In honeſt marriage wedde her frankly boy, * -D 
And if then getlt fee Ladde,God giue thee ioy. 

Then Carc-away, let Fates my fall pretend, 
Backt with the fauours of (o truca friend, 

Fab. Letvsaloneto bullcll for the let, 


Por Agcand craft, with witand Arte haue met. 


Ile make my ſprites to daunce ſuch nightly jigges, 
Along the way ewixtthiisand Totnam crotle, 

The Carriers lades ſhall caſt their heauic packes, 
And the (trong hedges (carſc ſhall keepe thera in : 
The Milke-maides Cuts,ſhall turne the wenches off, 


And lay the Dolſcrs tumbling inthe duſt : 


The francke and merry London Prentiſes, 


That come for creame,and luſty countrey chearc, 
Shall loſe their way,and ſcrambling in the ditches 
All aighe, ſhall whoop and hollow,cry and call, 
And noneto other finde the way at all. 

AMomn, Pucluethe projeRticholler,whatwecan doe, 


To hel pe indeuour,ioyne cur liucs therets, 


Emer Banks, 5;r Jon, and Smug. 

Banks. Take me with you,'good Syr [ohn ; a plague onthee 
Smmg , and thomtoucheſt liquor thou art founderd {treighe - 
what, are your braincs alwaycs Water-milles, muſt chey cucr 
runnc round ? 

Swag Baxks,youralcis a Phil;ine Foxey 2'bart theres fire 
ſth taile; out, you arc arogue to charge v8 with Mugs ith rerc« 
ward : a plagucof thiswinde, O it tickles our Cstaftrophe. 

Syr /oh: Neighbour Banks of Waltham, and Goodman Smwug 
the honelt Smith ol Zdwonton, as | dwell betwixt you both, at 
Enfic/ae, 1 know the taſte of both your ale-houſcs,they are good 
boch,ſmart both ; hem, Grate and Hey,weare all mortall, lct's 
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at lcape-froge naked in their ſmockes, by 
Vnrill the merric wenches at their maſle, 
Cry techee,weehee, 
And tickling theſe mad laiſes in their flanckes, 
Shall ſprawlc and ſqueake,and pinch their fellow Nuones. 
Bcluncly bouyes,bctore the wench we loſe, 

 Uetmake tic Aviafawcarcthe Capnons heoſe, Fxannt, 


\ 


Enter Harry Clare, Franche Termngbam, Peter Fab ll, 
at | ana Militſcent. 

Ha. C/z. Spight now bath done her worſt, ſiſter be paticne. 

ler. Forew-arnd poote Raymonds company to heaucn, 
When the compoſure of weake frailtic mcetc, 
Vpon this mart of durt;O then weake louc, 
Muy in hcr owne vohappincs be liicnt, 
And wincke on all deformities, 
A1:7. Tis well : 
Whers {15:2#4 brother ? whers my deere Mounchenſey ? 
Would we might weepe togeti2cr and then part, 
Ouc ligizing paricy would much cale wy heart. 

Feb. Sweete beautic fold your ſurrowes in the thought, 
Of future reconcilement, let your tearex * 
Shew you a woman; but be no farther ſpent | 
Then from the cycs; for (ſ{weete) experience ſaics, 
That louc is 6rme thats flatecred with delaics, 
Aili, Alas (ir,thinke you l ſhall ere be his? 
Fab. As ſure as panting (miles 08 future bliſle, 
Yond comes my friend,ſce he hath doted 
So long ypon your beautic,that your want 
Will with a palc retirement waſt his bluod, 
For in true loue, Mulicke doth ſweetly dwell, 
Scuerd, theſe letTe worlds beare within them hell, 


Enter Mounchenſey. 
Hennt, Harry and Francke, youare cnioynd to waine your 
friendſhip from me, we mult part the breath of all aduilcd cor- 


ruption,pardon me. 


Faith 


CE En 
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Faith I muſt ſay ſo,you may thinke 1 loue you, 
I breath not,rougher ſpight do ſcuer vs, 
Weele mecte by ſteale (weet friend by ſtealth you twaine, 
Kiſles are (weete(t got with Alrugling paine. 
Jer. Our friendſhip dies not Raymond. 
Mount, Pardon me : ' 
[ am buſied,l haue loſt my facultics, 
And buricd them in Mulliſcents cleere eyes, 
Mills. Alas ſweete Loue what ſhall become of me ? 
I muſt to Chetlon tothe Nunrie, 
I ſmall nere (ee thee more. 
AMonn, How (weete | 
Ile he thy votarie,weele often meete, 
This kifſe divides vs,and breathes {oft adiew,' 
Tt:is be a double charme to keepe both true. (ting, 
Fab. Haut dane, your fathers may chance (pic yout par- 
Refule not you by any meanes good ſweetnes? | 
To goc vnto the Nunnerie,farre fromhence, w 
Muſl we begert your loues ſweete happines, 
You ſhall not ſtay there long,your harder bed, 
Shall be more {oft when Nun and maide are dead. 


Emer Bilbs. 

Men. Now ſirra what's the matter ? 

811. Marry you muſt to horſe preſently, that villanous old 
gowtic churle, Sir Richard Clarelongs till he be at the Nuarie. 

Ha. Cls. How'ſii & 

O I cry you mercy; he is your father ſir indeed; but I am ſure 
that theres letTe athnitic betw1xt your two natures, then there is 
betwcene a broker and a cutpurle. 

Alormm. Bring my gelding firra, 

Bil. Wcll nothing grecues me, but for the poore wench, ſhe 
mult now cry vale ro Lobſter pirs, harticiiokes, and 211 ſuch 
mcatcs of morraluic; poore gentlewoman, tie ſigne mult not 
be in virgoany longer with her,and that pac gricucs,tall weil, 
Poore Millicent, 

Mult pray andrepent : 


The merry Deuill 
That Ile ſhut vp my dogrcs ] warrant thee, 
Let it lufhce AMonnchbenſey, I millike it, 
| Northinke thy ſonne a match fit for my childe, | 
Pat 1+ To tel] thee/C lar F.is blood is good and cleerc, 
As the b:it drop'that panteth in thy veynes : 
But for this Maide thy faire and vertuous childe, 
She is more diſparag'd by thy baſenes, 
Then the molt Orient,andthe precious Tewell, 
Which (bi![retaines his luſtre and his beautic, 
Although a ſlauc were owner of the ſarac. 
Ca. Shec is the laſt 1s left me to beſtow, . 
And her I mcar.c todedicateto God. 
Afſonr. Y ou'coe ir ? 
Clx. Syr, {yr,I doe, ſhe is mine @wne. 1 
Atonn. And piticlhe is [o, | 
Damnation dog-thece,and thy wretched pelfe alide. 
Cle. Not thou Afoxnchenſey, ſhalt beſtow my childe. 
Meow. Neither ſhouldſt thou beſtow. her where thou 
Mcan'lt. 
Cla. What wiltthou doe f 
Afoun. No matter, letthat bee, 
I will doe that perhaps ſhall anger hee, 


Thou haſt wrongd my louc,and by Gods bleſſed Angell, | 
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Thou ſhalt well know nr. 
Cla. Tut,brauc not me. 
Men. Brave thee baſe Churle,were't not for man-hood lake, 

I ſay no more,but that there be ſome by, 

Whoſe blood is hotter then ours is, 

Which being (tird, might make vs both repent 

Thisfooliſh meeting : but Rephe Clare, 

Although thy Father haue abuſde my friencfhip, 

Yet ] louc thee, I doe my noble boy, 

I do yfaith. 

Lady. I, doe, docyfill all the world with talke of vs,,man,man. 

I never lookt for better at your hands, 

Fab. | hope your great cxperiemce and your yeeres, 
Would haue prou'de patiencerather to your ſoule, 
Then with this frantique and vntamed paſlliog, 


of Fln11m. 


To whet their skcens,and but that, 
I hope their frienc(hips arc toowell confirmd, 
T And their minds temperd with more kindly heat, 
Then for their forward parents (oares, 
Tnat they ſhould breake forth into publique brawles, 
How cre the rough hand of ch'untoward world, 
Hath moulded your proccedings in this matter, 
Yct | am ure the firſt intent was loue : 
Then lince the firſt ſpring was ſo (weetand warme, 
Letitdie gently,ne're kill it with aſcorne. 

Ray- O thou baſe world, how leprous is that ſoule 
That is oficettm'd in that polluted mudde, 
Ot: (fir Arehwy you have ſtartled his free aiue ſpirits, 
1 With atoo __ ſpur for his minde to bcare : 
| Hauc patieneclir,the remedie to woe, 

Isto lcauc what of force we mull forgoe. 

Aill, AndT muſt take atwelue moneths approbatian, 

That in meanc time this ſole and private life, 
 _.. At the yearesend may faſhion me a wiſe: 
But ſweet Monrcherſey ere this yeare be done, 
Thou'ſt be a Fricr it that [ bea Nun ; 
And father,ere yong [erninghams Ile bee, 
I will turne mad toſpight both him and thee. 

Cl. Wife come te horle,and huſirife make you readie, 
7 . For if 1 live,[ ſwcarc by this good light, 
Iic ſee you lodgde ia Chefſon houſeronight. 
Mann. Raymondaway,thou ſceſt how matrers fall, 
Churle,hell conſume thec and thy pelfec and all. 
Faiz. Now M.Clare, you ſee how matters fadge, 
| Your Mileſtert mult needes be made a Nun : 
Well lir,we 2re the inen muſt plic this match, 
| HolJ you your PCace and be a looker on, 
And [cnd her vnto Cheflon where he will, 
Il: ſend mee fellowes of a handfull hie, 
lato the Cloyſters where the Nuns frequent, 
Shall make thera skip like Docs about che Dale, 
And makethe Lady priorelle ofthe houſe toplay 
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live till he die,and be merry,and theres an end. 

B.mnks. Well (aid fir [obn,you are of the ſame humor ſtill,and 
doth the water runne the ſame way (til boy ? A 

Smng.Falcanwas argue tohim, Syr /obx,locke,locke,locke 
f.lt S;r /o!n: (o Syr lcbn, Ie oneot theſe yeares, when it ſhall 
ple:(cthe Goildeffes,and the Dellinics,he drunke in your com- 
panics thats all now, and God (end vs health ; ſhall | ſwcarcl 
lou- you? 

Sr 10's, No Oaths,no Oaths, good ncighbour Smag, 
Wecl wet our l:ppes together and hupge ; 
Carrouſc in private,and clcuate the heart, 
And the Liucr,and the Liglirs,and the Lights, 
M arke you ;ne within vs, fur hem, 
 Gralle and 1l-yweare all mortal], lets live tiK we dic,and be 
Mcrric,a 2 theres an end. 

Banks, But to cur former motion,about ſtealing ſome Veni- 
ſon,whithcr goe we ? 

Syr Ie. Ito the Forreſt ,neighbour Baxks, into Brians walke 
the madde Keeper, 

Smug. Z'vlood, ile tickle your Keeper, 

Bwk. Y faith thouart alwaycs drunke, when we haue neede 


of thee. | 


 Smug. Necd of mee? zhart, you ſhall have need of mee al- 

waycs,whilctheres yron inan Anwill. 

Barks. M. Parſon, may the Smith goe (thinke you) being in 
thisraking? 

Smug. Go,lle goc in ſpite of all the Belles in #/altham. 

Syr lo: The queſtion is good Neighbour Banks, let me ſee, 
. the Moone ſhines tonight, there's not a narrow bridge berwixt 
_ thisand the forreſt, his brainc maybe ſctcled ere night ; he may 

goc, hee may go neighbour Banks : Now we want none but the 
companie of minc ho{t 3lague, of the George at Paltham, if hee 
were here,our Conlort were full; Looke where comes my good 
hoſt, the, Duke of Norfalkes man : and how?and how ? a hem, 


Graſle and hay,weare not yct mortzll,lets liue till we dic,and be 
merry,and theres an end, Enter Hoſt. 

Hoſt. Ha my Caſtilian Dialogues, and art thou in breath (till 
boy}? Miler,doth the match hold Swuh,l ſceby thy ome 


of Edmonton. 


haſt bin reading little Genen« print : but wend we merrily to the 
Forrelt,to ſtcale ſome of the Kinss Deere, Ie meete youat the 
time appointed: away,l hauc Knights & Colenells at my houſe, 
and muſt rend che Hungarions, If wee be (car'd inthe Forreſt, 
weele meete in the Church-porch at Exfie/d; iſt correſpondent ? 

Banks. Tis well ; but how if any of vs ſhould be taken ? 

$mi. He ſhall haue ranſome by the Lord. 

Hoſt. Tuſh, the Koaue- Keepers are my boſonians, and my 
penlioners,ninc aclocke,be valiit,my little Gogmagoes; lle fence 
withalltzhc Iuſtices in Hartford-Sare Ile hauc a Bucke tiil I die, 
Ic flay a Doc while [ liuz,hold your bowe ftraight and ſtcadie. 1 
ſcruc the good duke of Norfolke. 

Smur. Orare! who, ho, ho, boy. 

Syr [v. Peace neighbour Swws : you ſee this Boore, a Boore of 
the Countrey, an 1liitcrate Bore, and yetthe Citizen of good 
fcllowes, com:,lcts prouidea henne: Grafſeand hay,we arc not 
yetall morcall,weele liuc till we die,and be merry, and theres an 
end, come Smug. : | 

Smug. God night Wa/thim, who, ho, ho, boy. Exennt, 

Enter the Kmyhts and Gentlemen from breakefaſt againe. 

Old Moun. Nor | for thee Clare,not of this, 
What ? haſt thou fed me all this while with ſhalles? 

And com'(t torell me now thou lik'lt it not? 
Clare. | do: not hold thy ofter competent. 

Nor doc I liketh'afTſurance of thy loue, 

The title is ſo brangled with thy debts. 

O1d /1.. Too good for thee, and Knightthou knowl it well, 
I fawnd not en thee, for thy goods,not I, 

Twas thine owne motion,that thy wife doth know, 

Lid. Husband it was {o,hee lics not in that. 

Clay. H:14 thy chat queane. 

Otd Mo. To which I haikenedwillingly,andetherather, 
Becauſc | was perſwaded it proceed-d 
From lou: thou bor'ttro me,:2nd to my boy? 

And gau'it him free accelle viito thy houſe, 

\Vhere he hath not behau'Je himis thy childe, 

But avs bets a Gentleman to doe : 
Nor is my poore diſtreiſed [tate ſo low, 
C 2 
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Ofatall wonder } 


Shecle now be no fatter, 
Love mult not come at her, 
Yet ſhe ſhall be kept vnder, Exe, 
ſer. Farewell deere Raymond, 
Fla, Cla. Friend adew, 
Al. Dcere [weete. 
Now'oy enioyes my heart till we next meete. Exenm, 
Fab. Well R now the tide of diſcontent, 
Beats in thy faccybut er'cbe longythe wind 
Shall turncthe flood,we muſt tu Waltham Abby, 
And as faire 34:li/ent in Cheſton lives, 
A mo(t vnwilling Nun,ſo thou ſhale there 
Bccorme a beardles Nouicesto what end 
Let tirwe and future accidents declare : 
Tall thou my lights,thy louc ilc onely ſhare. 
Alount. Turne fr. 12come my good Counlcler lets goe, 


Yet chat diſguiſe will hardly ſhrowd my woc. Exemnt. 


Enter the Priereſſe of Chefton, with « Nanor two, Sir Arthur 


Clare, Sir Raph [ermingham, Hewry and Fraxcke the Laay, , 
and Bilbo,muth Miulbifext, 
La. Cla, Madam g | 
The louc vnto this holy ſiſterhood, | 
And our confirmd opinion of your zcale, 
Hath trucly wonne vs to beſtow our Childe, 


NY. on this then any neighbouring Cell. 


* Pri. Iheſus daughter Marics childe, 
' Holy matron woman milde, bY, 
For thee a maſſe ſhall ill be (aid, 
* Every ſiſter drop a bead. 
And thoſe againe ſucceeding them 


For you ſhall cing 8 Reqwers. 
| Frank, Thewenchiggone Herr), the is no morea woman of 
this world,miarke her will, ſic lookes likea Nun alrcadic, what 


thinkſt on &cr ? 
Har. By ey faith her face comes handlomly tot, 


By 
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| of Edmonton, 
But peace,lets hearc therelſt, 
- $yr Ar, Madame,for a twelue-moneths approbatien, 
We mcanceo make this tria!l'of our childe, 
Your carc,and our deere bleſſing in meanc time 
We pray,may proſper this intended worke, 
Pri. May your happic ſoule be blite, 
That (o truely pay your Tithe, 
He who magy children gaue, | 
"Tis fit that hee one childe ſhould haye. 
Then faire Virgin hcare my ſpell, 


For [ mult yourdutie tell. 


Mill, Good men and true, ſtand together, and keare your 
charge, 
Pri. Fir(t, a mornings take your booke, ; 
The glatle wherein your (clfe muſt looke, 
Your young thoughts, ſo prond and iolly, 
Mult be turnd to motions holie £1 
For your buskc, attyres,and toycs, | 
Hauc your thoughts on heavenly ioyes; 
And for all your follics patt, ye 
You muſt do penance,pray,and faſt. 
Bil. Ler bo take bord of faſting, and if cucr ſhe hurt herſelfe 
with praying,lle ncretruſft beaſt. 
Atl, This goes hard berlady. 
Pri. Youſhall ringthe facring Bell, 
Keepec your howers, and tell your Kell, 
Riſc at midnight to your Matting, 
Read your Plalter, ſing your Lattins, 
And wheo your b'ood ſhall kindic pleaſuce, 
dcourge your {clic in plenteous mcalure. 
Atili, Worle and worſe by Saine Mary, 
Fy. Sirra, H./, howdocs ſhe ho14 het countenance? well, goe 
thy wayes.if cuerthou prouea Nvzre, ile build an Abbey. 
Har. She may be a Nume, buti cues ſhe proucan Axcherefe, 
ile digge her gtauc with my nailes, ©; tons | 
Fra, To her againemother, 
Har, Hold thine owne wench, 
Q D 
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Pris. You mult read the morning Maſſe, 
You muſt creepevntot he Croſſe, 
Put cold Aſhes on your head, 
Have a Haire-cloti for your bed, 
Bil. $he had rather hauc a wan in her bed. 
Prio. Bind your beads, and tell yourneedcs, 
Your holic Azies,and your Cr: ee, 
Holz -maide,tl:is muſt be done, 
If you meaaneto live a Nunc. 
Atill. T he boly-maide will be ng, Nunne. 
Sr Ar. Madame we hauc ſome bulinetle of import, 
And muſt Ic gone, 
Wilc pleaſe you take my wife into your cloſet, q 
Wno,turther wi'l acquaint you with my mind, 
Aid ſogood Madame for chis time Adicu. E xenat wenten. 
S$y1r Raph. Well now Francke Clare How laycſtthou? tobe 
bricte. | : 
What wiltthouſay for all this, if we two, 
Tny father,anJ my (clte can bring about, 
That we conucrt this Nunne to be a wife, 
And thou the husband to this pretty Nunne, 
How then wy Lad? ha Frarke, it may be done. 
Har. 1,now ir workes. 
Fra. O God ir, you amaze me at your words, 
Thinke with your (elfe Syr,what a thing it were, 
To cauſe a Recluſe to remoue her vow, 
A maymed,contrite,and Repentant ſoule, 
Eucr mortified with Faſting and with Prayer, 
Whoſe Thewghtscuenas her Eyes are fix'd on heauen, | 
To drawe 4 '}rgir. thus deuom'd with z2ale, 
Backetotheworld | / (pros deede; 
Nor by the Canon Law can it be done, 
Withouta diſpenſation from the Church : 
Beſides ſhee is fo prone vnto this life, 
As ſheelecuen ſhreeke to heare a husband nam'de. 


Bil. 1,a poore innocent ſhee, well, theeres no knayery hee 
flowtsthe old fooles to theirtecth, : ; 


- 
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Syr Raph, 
0 WY 


-\ 


. on of that Reverend man 


of Edmonton, 


$ , Boy,Tam to heare* 

Thou a ( ſuch ſcruple of that conſcience, 
Andina man ſoyoungas is your ſclfe, 
I promiſe youtis very [cldome (cence. 
But Fraxcke,this a tricke,a meere deuile, 
A flcight plotted betwixt her father and my ſclfe, 
To thruſt Mownchenſey: noſe befide the cuſhion, 
That bcing thus debard of all accelle, 
Time yet may worke him from her thoughts, 
And giuc thee ample ſcope to thy delires, 

Bil. Aplague ofi you both for a ccuple of /ewez. 

Har. How now Frencke, what ſay you tothat? 

Fran. Let me alone, [ warrant thee ; 
Syr, alſur'decthat this motion doth proceede, 
From your moſt kinde and fatherly affefion, | 
I docediſpoſe my liking to your pleaſure, 
Bur for it is a matter of ſuch mament 
As holy marriage, | muſt crauethus much, 
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, To hauc ſome conference with my ghollly father, 


Frier Hild:rſh 1m, here by, at Wa/tham Abbey, 
To be abſolu'd of things, that it is fit 

None onely,but my Confeſſor ſhould know. . 
$ ”r Ar, With all my hart,hec's a rcucrend man,and to MEt- 


row-morning we will mecte all at the Abbey, where by th'opiai- 


We will proceede, I like it paſſing well z 


. Till thca wee part, boy,1l thinke cf it, Farewell : 


A parents care no mortall tonguecan tell, ; SA 
| \ 1 f* Sf ' 
Enter Syr Arthur Clare, an1 Raymond 1 Motu. * | | | 
ebenſcy.like a Frier. 


Syr Ar. Holy young Nowice | hauc told younow, ; 
My full intent, and doe referre thereſt Wn 
To your profciled fecrecie and care : 
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Becauſe 1 know Afonnchenſey' is a Foxe, 
That craftily doth oucrlooke my doings, 
Ile not be ſecce,not 1, Tuſh, I have dones 
| had a Dauvghter,-ut thee's now a Name ; | 
Farewell dcare onic, farewell. E x14. 
Men. Fare-you-well,l, you haue done; 
Your davghter (ir, hol] nothe long a Nemne. 
O my rarc Tutor, neuer mertall brainey 
Plottcd out lucha malle of policic, 
And my deere boſome 18 ſo great with laughter, 
Begot by his (1mplicity and c1ror: 
My ſou'c is fallen labour with herioy ; 
O my true friendes, Franke [erningham, and Clare, 
Did younow know,but how this jeſt takes hire, 
That good Syr Arthar,thinking me a Nomice, 
Hath cucn powr'd himſclfc into wy bcſome ; 
O you would vent your fpleenes with tickling mirth, 
But Raymond peace; and hauc an cyc about, 
For fearc perhaps ſome ofthe Nanneslooke out, 
Peace and charity within, 
Neuer toucht with deadly finwe ; 
I caſt my holy-watcr poore, 
On th's wall,and on this doore. 
That from cuill ſhall defend, 
And keepe youfrom the vgly fiend; 
Euill ſpirit by nightnor day, 
Shall approzch or come this way; 
Elfe nor Fayrie, by this grace, 
Day nor night ſhall hauntthis place. Helie maiden; knocke. 
Who's that which knocks? ha, who's there? _An/werewithin. 
. AMoun: Gentle Nanne, heere is a Frier- 
Nu«me, A Frier without,now Chriſt vs ſauc. Enter Nunxe. 
Holy man,what wouldſ{tthou haue ? 
Mount, Holy-Maide,I hither come, 
From Frier and Father Hilderſowe, 
By the fauour and the grace 
Ofthe Prioreſſe of this place. 


) of Edmonton, 


wid 
Amongſt you all to viſitone, 
That's come for approbation, 
Beforc ſhe was as now you are, 
- The daughter of Sir Arthur Clare: 
Bur (ince ſhe now became a Nun, 
Call'd Mil:/cent of Edmonton. 
Ns. Holy man,repoſc you there, 
This newes lie to pur Abbaffbeare : 
To tell what a bx is (cnt, 
And your mellage andiintent, 
AMonurt, Benedicite, 
Nuxy, Benedicite. Exit, 
Mexnt. Doc my good plumpe wench,if all fall right, 
Ie make your (iſter-hood one lele by night: 
Now happie fortune ſpecde this merric drift, 
I like a wench comes roundly to her ſhrift. 


| Emer Lady. Muliſcent, 
/* Lad, Have FriersrecqurſeeHfentothe houſe of Nuns? 
Mi. Madam it isthe order of this place, 
When any virgin comes for approbation, 
Left chatfor feare or ſuch fini(ter practiſe, 
Shee ſhould be forcde to vndergoe this vaile, 
. Which ſhould procced from conſcience & deuotion : 
A viltoris ſent from Waltham houſe, 
To take the true confeſſion of the maide. 
Lady. Isthatthe order?1 commenditwell, / 
Youto your ſhrift, llc backe vntothe cell. Exit. 
Mownt. Life of my ſoule, bright Angell. 
Mil, What mcanes the Fricr ? 
Aſonnt. O IMillcenttis 1, | 
All. My heart miſgines me] ſhoul4know that voyce, 
You,who arc you t The holy virgin bletſe me, 
Tell me your narnc,you ſhall cre you confelle me. 
Mount. Monntchenſey thy true friend. 
Aeli. My Raymond, my deere heart, 
"$weete life giuc lcauc tomy diſtracted ſoule, 
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To wake a little from this (woone of ioy, 
By what meanes cam(t thou to atſumethis ſhape ? 
Afourt, By meancs of Peter Fabelray kind Tutor, 
Who in the habiteof Frier Hilderſbars. 
Franke [erninghaws old friend and conſcilor, 
Plotted by Franke,by Fabell and my (clfe, 
And fo gcliucre4 to Sir Arthur Clare, 
| Who brought me heere vnto the Abby gate, 
| To bc his Nun-made daughters vilicor, 
| | Ai; Youarcalltweete travturs to my poore old father, 
O my deere life, was a dream'ttonight, 
That as | was praying in mine Pialter, 
There came a ſpirit vato me as I knceld, 
And by his ſtrong perſwaſions tempted me 
To lcauec this Nuntic, and me thought 
He came in the melt glorious Angell ſhape, 
| That mcrtall cye did coer Icoke vpon : 
Ha,thou art (ure that ſpirit, for theres no forme, 
Is in mine cyc (o glorious as thine owne. 
Afoxnt. O thou Igolatreiſe that Joſt this worſhip, 
To him whoſe likencs is but praiſe ct thee, 
Thou bright vunſetting ſtar which through this vaile, 
For very cnuie mak'it the Sun looke pale. 
Ati. Well viſitor,leſt that perhaps my mother 
Should thinke the Fricr coo [trickt inhis decrees, 
I this confelle to my ſweet ghoſtly father, 
If chaſt pure loue be lin, l mult confelle, 
I hauc offended ehree yeares now with thee, 
Mourt. But doe you yetrepent you of the ſame? 
Milli, Ytaith I cannot. 
Atonn. Nor will I abſoluc thee, 
Of that ſweete fin,though it be veniall, 
Yet haue the pennance of athoufand kifles, 
And1 cnioyne you tothis pilgrimage, | | 
Thetin the cucning you beſtow your ſelfe 
Heere inthe walke neere tothe willow ground, 


W here llc be readic both with men and horle, 
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of Edmonton. + 
To waite your comming and conuey you hence, 
Vatoalodgel have in Enfield chaſe: 
No more replieif that you yeeld conſent, 
I ſee more eyes vpon our (tay are bent. 
All. Sweete life farewell ; tis done, let that ſuffice, 
What my congue failcs, I ſend thee by mine eyes. Fxite 


Enter Fabell,Clare,and Terningham. 


Jer. Now Viſitor how does this new made Nun ? 

Cla, Come,come,how docs ſhe noble Capouchin ? 

Aown. $he may be poore in ſpirit, but for the fleſh tis fatte 
and plumpe boyecs : 

Al rogues, there is a company of girles would turne you all 
Friers. 

F45. But how Afomntchenſcy ? how lad for the wench ? 

Mow. Sound lads yfaith ;1 thapke my holy habit, 

I haue confelt her,and the Lady prioretle hath giuen me ghoſt- 
ly counſell with her bleſſing. 

And how lay yee boycs, 

If I be choſe the weekely vilitor ? 

Cla. Z'blood fhecl hauc nere a Nun vnbagd to ſing malle 
then. 

cr. The Abbat of Waltham will hauc as many Children, to 
puttoruife.as he has calues in the Marſh. 

Alonn, Wellto be breefe, the Nun will ſoone at night turne 
lippit; if | can but dcuiſc to quite her cleanly of the Nunric, ſhe - 
Is MINC OWNF, 

Feb. But Sirra R.:7mond, what newes of Peter Fabell at the 
houſe? | 

Atonn, Tull nces the onelv man;2 Necromancer,anda Con » 
jurer that nockrsfor yong Mountchentey alregether; andif it 
be not for Frycr Buredicke, that he can croile him by his learned 
8kill,the Wench is gone. 

Fabelt will tetch her obt by very magicke, 

Fab. Stands the winde there boy,keepethem in that key; 
The wench is ours bctere to tmmorrow day: 

Well 
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Well Rihand Prank:, as ye arc gentiemen, ſticke to ys cloſe 
is once, you know your fathers haue men avg horle.ligrcas 
dic {till at Cheiſon, to watehthe colt be clecre, roſcoutaboinr, 
anJhaucaneyeynto Afowech:n/ry walksitherfore youtwo may 
houecr thereabouts, end no man wiilſuſpeR you for the matter 1 
be rcadic but co take her at our hatids, icauc vs to ſcamble for 
her getting out, 

ler. Z blood if all Herf-r4-ſhire were at our heeles, weele 
carrie heraway in {night of them. 

Cl4, But waither Raymond? | 

AMonn. To Brians vpper lodge in Enficld Chaſe, he is mine 
honelt Friend and a tall keeper, ile end my man vnto him pre» 
{ently racquaint him with your comming and inten, 

Fab. Bc breef: and ſecret. 

Moun. Soone atnightremember 
You bring your horſcs tothe willow ground. 

Ter. Tis donc,no more. 

Cla. We will not faile the hower, 
My life and fortune,now lics in your power, 

Fab. About our bulincs, Raymer lets away, 
Thinke of your hower,it drawcs well of the day. Exit, 


Enter Blague, Banks, Smug ,and Sir [obn. 

Bla. Come yee Hungarian pilchers, we arc once more come 
vnder the zonatorridaof the forrelt, Icts be reſolute, Its fic ig 
and2gaine and if the diucil comcweele pur him to his Interroe 
gatories, and not budge a foote, what? S'toote ile pur arc at 
you,yce (hall a!l three ſeructhe good Duke of Norto'ke., 

__ $my, Mine hoft, my bully, iy pretious coalull, wy noble 
Holefernce,l hauc bin drunke i'hy houſ-,tucnric times and ten, 
all's one for that,] was laſt night in the third nreucns, my braing 
- was pooregi't had yelt in'r; bur now 6m 4 aan Gf 2Ation,is'tno g | 
fo lad Fs | 

Bil, Why? now thou haſt two of the {,herall fires about 
thee,wit and reaſon,thou muaiſt ſeructhe Nuke of f,umpe 

Sm, | will ſeruc the Duke of Chriſtendom, an doc him 
more credit in his ccllcr then. all the pizte in his buttcrieyts' r nat 
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Syr lob, Mine Hoſt and Smwg, ſtand there Baxcky, you, and 


your horſe, keepe togither, but liecloſe , ſhewe no trickes,for . 
feare ofthe Keeper, If wee be (card , weele meetin the Church- 


porch at Enfic/ae. . 


Smug. Content Syr John, 
Bxths, Smug, dolt not thou remember the Tree thou fell'ſt 


out of lal} night? 

Surg. Tuſh, and't had beene as high as an Abbey, I ſhould 
nere hauc hurt my (clfc, I haue fallen into the Riuer, comming 
home from Waltham, and (capt drowning. 

: Syr [oh. Come (cuer.fearc noſprites,wee'le haue a Bucke pre- 
ſently, we hauc watched later then this for a Doe,mine Holt. 


Hoſt. Thou ſpeak'lt as true as vaſuer. 
Sor [oh, Why then come, Grallc and hay,&c. Exexnt 


Enter Claire, [erning ham,and Milliſcent, 


Cla. Franke lerningham? 
Jer. Spcake foftly Rogue, how now ? 
* Cl. S'tgot,wethall loſc our way;\its ſodarke, whereabouts 


arc wc? 

ler. Why man,at Poiters-gate; 
The way lies right : Harke, che clocke (trikes 8t Enfielde,what's 
the houre? | 


Ci, Ten,thcBellfayes. 
ler. A lycs in'sthroate, it was butcight when wee (ct outof 


Chefton , Syr lobn and his Sextonarc at Ale to night, the Clocke 


runnes at randome. - 
Cle. Nay, as farcas thou liu'(trhe villenous Vicar is abroad 


in the Chaſe this darkenigny; the ſtone Priclt (teales mare veni- 


ſnthen halfe the Countrey. 
ler. Milliſcent, how doltthou ? 
Mill. Syr,very well. 
I wou'd toGod we were at Brians Lodge, 
C/:. We ſhall anoney z ounds ok 
What mcancsthisnoyle ? p 
ler. Stay, l heare horſe-men. , 


Cla. 1 hearc footemen too, 
1 In- 
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fer. Nay then Thaue it,we haue bin diſcouerd, 
And we are followed by our fathers men, | 
All, Brother and friend,alas what ſhzll we doc? 
Cla. Siſter ſpeake ſoftly, or we aredeſcride, 
oy archard vpon vs, what {o cretheybe, 
Shadow-your (clfe behinde this brake of Ferne, 
Weele get intothe wood,aind Ietthem paile. 


Exernt Syr lohn, Bl.:igne, Smug and Baikes, 
 oneofter another, 
| Sr oh. Graſſe and Hay, wee arc all, mortall ,the Keeper's a= . 
broadc,and theres an end. 
Banks.. Syr lohn, - 
Syr [oh. Neighbour Banks what newes ? 
: Ban. Z'ounds Syr lohn the Keepers are abroade, I was hard 
| yam, 
; Syr lob, Grafle aud Hay,wher's mine Holt Blagne? 

Bla, Hecre Metrapolitane, the Philiſtines are vpon vs, be 
ſilent z Let vs (cruc the good Duke of Norlolkez but where 18 
| Smug ? - 

Smug, Heres apoxeon yeealldogges, I have kild the grea- 

teſt Bucke in Brians walke; ſhift for your (ciucs, all the Keepers 

arc Vp, Icts mecte in Enfielde Church- porch, away, wearcall ta- 

ken ell. Exennt, p 
' Enter Brian,with kis man,and his hound. : 

Bri, Raph, hear(t thou any ſtirring ? 

Raphe, I hearde one ſpeake heere hard by, in the bottome ; 

Peace Maiſter, ſpeake lowe, zuwncs if 1 did not heare a Bowe 
goeoff,and the Bucke bray,l never heard Deere in my life. 

Bri. When wentyour fcllowes out into their walkes ? 

Ka. An howeragoe. | | 

Bri. Y'lifc is there ſtcalers abroade,and they cannot heare of 
them | where the Diucllare my men to night? lirra,go vp the 
wind toward Buck {ys lodge. 

+ He caſt about the bottome witlhymy Hound, and I will mcete 
+ thee vnder Cony oakce. 
Ra. | will Syr, Exit. 
| | FY | Brs, 
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Bri, Haw now ? by the Maſe my Hound ſtayes vpon ſome> 
thing ; iarke, harke, Bowman, harke,harke,there. 

A111. Brother, Fr anks [erninghom, brother Clare. 

Bi, Peace, thats a womans voyce,ſtand, who's there,(tand 
of Ile thonte, 

7. O Lord, hold your hands, I meane no harme Syr. 

Bri. Speake, who are you ? 

Ai. | ama Maide fir, who ? 1M, Brian? 

B-;, The very lamefure I ſhould knowe her voyce ; Miſtris 
Aﬀelilcer ? 

A1ill. Tit is I Syry 

Bri. God for his paſſion, what make you here alone? I lookd 
for you at my Lodge an hower agoc,what meanecs your compa- 
nie rolcauc youthus ? who brought you hither ? - 

Mull. My brother Syr,and AM. lerninghawm,who hearing folks 
abour vs inthe Chalc, fcard it had bene Syr Arthur, and my Fa- 
ther, who had purſudevs ; thus diſperſed our (clues, till they 
were palt vs. 

Brs. But where be they ? 

ill. They be notfarre off, here about the groue. 


Enter Clare and Jerningham. 

Cla. Be not afraide man,l heard-B+za»s tongue,thats certaine, 

ler. Call ſoftly for your ſiſter ; 

Cle. IM liiſcent. | | 

All, 1 brother, heere; 

Bri, M. Clare. 

Clu, I told you it was Bris. 

Bri. Whoes that? M. [erungham? you arc a couple of hot- 
ſhots; docs a mancommit his wench to you,to put her to graſle 


at this time of night? 


ler, We heard a noyſe about her in the chaſe, 
And fearing that our Fathers had purſude vs, 
ſcuerd ourſcluyes. 

C/z. Brim, how hapned'(t thou on her ? 

Bri, Secking tor (tcalers arc abroad to night, 


My Hound ſtaycd on her,and (o found her out, _ 
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Cli. They were theſe Realcrs that affrighted vs, 
I was hard vpon them, when they horſt their Decre, 
And percciue they tooke me for a Keeper. 
Ba. Whuck; way tooke tiicy ? 
[cr. Towards 7) fielae. 
Bri. A plaguc vpont, thats that damnd Pri: ſt,and Blagwe of 
the Ceorgeytethaticrucs the good Cuke of Nortolke. | 
A Noyſe within, Follow. follow, foliow. 
Cl. Peace, thats my fathers voyce. 
Bri. Z*owncs you luſpetcd them, and now they are heere 
indeed. 
Mill. Alas,what ſhall we doe? 
If you gocto the Lodge, ou are ſurcly taken, 
Strike douwne the wocd io Frfic/aprelently, 
Andif 17onncherſeycome; llc ſend him t'yce : 
Let me alone to bus(le with your Father, 
I warrant you,thatl will keepe them play, 
Till you haue guitthe Chalcezaway,away. 
Who's there? Enter the Knight. 
Syr Kaph. Inthe Kings Name, purſuethe Rauiſher, 


Z7r1. Stand, or llc ſhoote. 
' $yr Ar, \Whoecs there? 
J;ri. 1 am the Keeper that doe charge you fland, 
' You hauc (tollen my Deere. | 
Sjr Ar. Welltolnethy Deere; wee doe purſue a Thiefe, | 
P11, Youarcarrant Thicuecs, and yec hauc {lolre My Drexe, 
Syr [t:ph. Weeare Kni ghts,Syr Arthur Clare, and Syr Raphe 


Jermagham. 
Er:. The more your ſhame', that Knightes ſhou'd bee ſuch 


Thicuecs, 
Sjr Ar. Who? or whatartthou? 


Zri. My name is Þrian, Keeper of this walke, 
Sy Rap. O Bracn, a Villain, 
Th-cul:: it recciu'd my Dauphter to thy Lodge. 
Zi. You hauc ſtolne the beſt Deere in my walke to nighe, 


Tv Deere. 
; $63: .4r, My Davghter, . 


StOp 
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Stop not my way. 

Bri, What make you in my walke ? you haue ſtolne the beſt 
Backe in my waike tonight, 

Sir Ar. My daugter. 

Bri, My D.cre. 

Sir Rap. Where is Mountchenſey ?! 

B51. Wheres my Bucke, 

S$:r Ar, I will complaine me of thee to the King. 

Bri, lle complaine vnto the King you (poile his game: Tis 
ſtrange that men of your account andcalling, will ofter it, I tell 
you true, Sir A thay and (ir Reph, that none but you hauc onely 
l[poil4 my game. 

Sir Ar. | charge you ſtop vs not. 

Bri. 1 charge you both get out of my ground. Is thisa time 
for ſuch as you, men of place and of your grauitic, to be abroad 
athceuing | tis a ſhame, and a fore God if I had ſhotat you,l had 


ſcrude you well enough, 


Enter Banks the miller wet on h1s legs. 

Ban. S'toote heeresa darke night indeed, I thinke I have bin 
in fftcene ditches betweenie this and the forreſt : ſuft,heeres En- 
ficlde Church : I am ſo wet with climing ouer into an orchard 
for to (tcale ſome filberts: well, heere [le fit inthe Church porch 


and wait fortherelt of my conlorts. 


Enter the S-xt-m. 

Sex. Heeres askic as blacke as [ uciter, God bleiTe vs, heere 
was good man Theophilus burie, he was the be{t Nutcraker 
that cucr dwelt in Ente1lJ: well,tis g. a clock,tis time toring cur- 
few, Lord bl. vs? whata white thing is that in the Church 

orch. O Lord my legges are too weaike for my body, my 
Ce icici for my right-cap, my heart ftailes; this isthe 
ghoſt of Theopiiilus, O Lord it folloxcs me, 1 cannotlay my 
Pravers and one would give meathouſand pound: good (pirit,l 
hauvc bow! nd drunxe and followed the hounds with you a - 
thuuſztdyc ics, tough I haucnottheſpiritrowto dcale with 
you, Lol, 
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_ Exter Pri:f?, 


Prie. Graſſe and hay,we arc all mortall,vho's there ? 

Sex. We are gratle and hay indeed ; I know ycu to be 
Maittcr Parſon by your phraſe. 

Prie. Sexton. 

Sex. ] Sir. 

Prie. For mortalities ſake, What's the matter ? 

Sex. O Lordlama man of another clement; Maifter Theo- 
phil Ghoſt is in the Church porch, there was a hundred Cats 
all re dancing euen now; and they are clombe vptothetop of , 
the (Iceplc,ile not intothic bellfree for a world. 

Prie, O good Salomon, | have bin about a deede of darkenes 
tonight: O Lord | ſaw fiftcene [pirits in the forreſt, like white 
bullcs,if 1 1:c1 am an arrant cheefe: mortalitic haunts vs ; graile 
and hay the diucils at our hecles, and lets hence tothe parſo- 
Nages. E xenmnt. 

T be Miller comes ont very ſoftly, | 

1. What noiſe was that ? tis the watch, ſurc that villanous 
vnluckic rogue Smwg 1s taine vpon my life, and then all our vil. 
lenic comes ovut,l heard one cry (ure. 


Enter Hoſt Blagze. 


Hoff. Tf 1 go ſtealeany moreveneſon, Tam a Paradox,s'toot 
I can ſcarce beare the (inne of my fleſhin the day, tis ſo heauic, 
if I rurnc not honeſt, and (crue the good Duke of Norfolke, as 
truc marcterrancum skinker ſhould doe, let me never looke 
higher then the element ofa Con(table. | 

 Aiillz, By the Lord there are ſome watchmen; 1 heare them 

name Mailter Conſtable, I would to God my Mill were an Eu- 
nuch and wanted her ſtoncs,ſolwere hence, 

Heſt. Who's there ? 

Ale. Tis the Conſtatle by this light, Ile ſtcale hence,andif 
I can mette mine hoſt Z/ :gs-,jilc tell him how Smeg is taine,and 
will him to looketo hiraſelte. Exit, 


Hoſt. 
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Hoſt. What the divucll is that white thing ? this ſame is a 
Church-yard, and hauc heard that ghoſts, and vilienous gob- 
lins haue beene ſeeuc heere, 


Enter S:xton and Prieſt, 


Pri. Graiſe and hay, © thatT could coniure, we ſawa ſpirit 
here in the Church-yeard ;and in the fallow field ther's the di» * 
u-ll,with a mans body vpon his backe in a whitc ſheete. 

Scx, It may be a womans body Sir /ohn. 

Pri. Ii ſhe be a woman,the ſheets damne her, 

Lor\ blei]- vs,what a aight of mortalitic is this. 
Hoſt. Prieſt. 
Prie. Mine ofl, 
. Hojt. D:d you not ſce aſpirit all in white, croſle you at the 
ile? 
Prucjt. Ono mine hoſt, but there ſate one in the porch,l haue 
not breath inoughlett to bleiſe me from the Dull. 
Hoſt. Whocs that? 
Pri. The Sexton almoſt frighted out of his wits, 
Did you [ce Barke,or Smug, 
H1ſt. No they arc gone to Waltham, ſure I would faine hence, 
-come, lets to my houſe, lle nereſcrue the Duke of Norfolke in 


_ this faſhion againe whil(tI breath. If the diucll be among(lt vs, 


tistimcto hoiſt faile, and cry roomer : Keepe together Sexton, 
thou art (ccret,what ? lets be comfortable one to enother. 
Pri. Weatcall mortall mine hol. 


Hoſt. Truc, andIlc ſcruc God in the night hereafter, a fore 
the Duke of Nortfolke, ES Exemnt. 


Enter Sir Raph Clare,and Sir Arthur Terningham truſ- 
frag therr points as new vp, 


Sir Rap. Good morrow gentle knight, 

A happie day atrcr your ſhort nights reſt, 

Sir Ar. Hazha,lir ?aph (lirring ſo ſoone indeed, 
Birlady (irre(t would hauc doneright vcll, 


Our 
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Our riding late laſt night,has made mc drowlie, 
Goeto goe tothoſe daics are gene with vs. 

Sir Ra. Sir Arthur, Sir Arthar, care goe with thoſe daics, 
Let am cuen goc together,let'am goe. 

Tis time yfaith that we were in our graues, 
When Children leaus obedience to their parents, - 
Whea there's no feare of Gad,nd carc,no dutic, 
Well,well,nay,it ſhall not doe,itſhall nor, 
No Afowntchenſey,thouſt heare on't,thou ſhalt, 


Thou ſhalt yfaith,lle hang thy Son if there be lawin England: 


A mans Childrauiſbr from a Nunrie | 
This is rarc 3 well welf,ther's one gone for Frier Hilder(am., 

Sir Ar. Nay gentle Knightdo not yexethus, 
Tt will but hurt your heate. 
You cannot greeuc more then | doegbut to what end; but harke 
You Sir Raph, | was about tofay ſomething ; it makes no marter, 
But hearke you in your care ; the Frier's a knaue, but God for- 
giue mea man cannot tel neicher,s'toot I am ſo out of patience, 


I know not what to ſay. 
Sir Ra. Ther's one. went for the Fricr an hower agoc, 


Comes hc not yet, s'foot if 1 do find knaucric vnders cowle  ilc 
tickle him: ile firke him z here here hee's here,hee's here, 
Good morrow Fricr,good morrow gentle Fricr. 


Enter Hilder/ham, 


Sir Ar. Good morrow father Hi/der/ham good morrow, 
Hild. Good morrow reuerend, Knights voto you both. 
Sw Ar. Father, how now? you heare how matters goe, - 


 TIamvndone,my Childe is calt away, 


You did your belt ;vt lcall I thinke the belt, 


Bat we are all croſt,flatly all is daſh. 
Held, Alas good knights, how mightthe matter be: 


Let me vnder(tand your gricfc forCharitic. 
Sir Ar. Who does not vnderſtgnd my gricfcs?alasalas? 
And yct yee donot,will the Church permit; 


A Nnn in approbation of her habit, 4 
P 


&. 


of Ed mnonten, 


a 


To be rauithed, | 
Hild. A Holy.woman ; Benedicite; Now God forfend that a. 


nic ſhould preſume to touch the 35ſter of a Holic-Henſe, 

Syr Art, HESFVS deliver me. | 

Syr Raph. Why Mulliſcem the daughter of this Knight, 
Is outof Cheſftontaken this laſt night. 

Hlild. Was that faire 14.uden late become a Nann:? 

Syr Ra, Was ſhe (queth a? ) Kaaucry,knauery,knaurry, kna. 
uery; [{mell it, | (mell it yfaith , is che winde 1a that gore? 18 it 


cycn ſa? docſtthoyaske methar now ? 
Hitd. It isthe firſt time that ere I heard of it, 


Syr Ar, Thats very (trange. 
 Syr Ra, Why tell me Freer, tell mce,thou art counted a holy 


man; doc not play the Hypocrite with m<c,nor beare with me, 
I cannotditſemble: did 1 ought but by thy owne conſent ? by 
| thy allowance ? nay fyrther by thy warrapt ? | 

Hild, Why Reuerend Knight ? 

Syr Ra, Varcyerend Frer, 

Hild. Nay then giuc mcleaue Syr todepart in quiet , I had 
hop'd you had fcnt for me to ſome other end. 

Syr Ar, Nay,ſtay good Frier, ifany thing bath hapd, 
About this matter in thy loucto vs, 
That thy (trickt order cannot iuſtifie, 
Admit it be ſo, we will coucr it, 


Takenocareman) 
Diſclaime not yet thy counſell and atuiſe, 


The wiſcft man that is may be ore-rcac ht, 

Hila, Syr Arthur, by my Ordcr,aizi| my Faith, 
I knowenot'what you meanc, 

Syr Ra. By your order,C+ by yonr fait tchiv, is moſt fbra; | 
Why tell mec Frier, arenot you Conte!” raſa ofalt; 

* Sr Ra, And did notthis good Knight 
Confelle with you,being his ghoſtly " ergy "04 my {elfe 
To deale with himabout th'enbanged marriage 
Beewixt him,and that faire young Ailiifcent ? : 
F . 


Hula. 
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Hil. Incuer heard of any match intended, 
Syr Ar.Did not we breake our minds that very time, 
That our device in makiug her a Nwnne. 
Was but acolour,and a very plorte, 
To ru: by young Nowmelcnſer;, Nt not woe? 
| tz, Tie wort 1 tinucto kicew what youu ſhould meanegthe 
| letl- I vniiertiand you. 
FP 9jr epi, Didnoty cutcil vs (1!!], bow Peter Fabel/ atIcngth 
| vou'd crotle vsgif weetuoke not heed ? 
| Hi'd, | haucheaid of ene that is a great Afavitaen, 


| But hee's abour the Vaiuo1litic, 
Syr R2zh. Dil you not (ci vour Nouice Benedie ? 
; To perſwadethc gyrle toltauc Aownchenjeys louc 
To croflc that Peter Fabell in his Art, 
And to that purpole made |itm vititor ? \ 


Hild: lncucr {cnt my Noxice from my houſe, 
| Nor hauc we made our viltation yer. | 
S$yjr Ar. Neuer (cnt him? Nay, did he not goc? anddid notT 
dirc& himto the houſe, and couterre with him by the v av? and 
| did not he tell me wharcherge he had recciucd from you? word 
by wordzas I reguelted at your hands ? 
| Hild. That you ſhall know, he came along with mc,and ſaics 
| without z Come hether Beuedic, Emter Benedic, 
| Young Zeneadic,were youcre [cnt by me to CheHton Nunnery, 
foraViitor? . 
Ben. Neuer Syr,truely, 
Syr Ar. Stranger then all the reſt, 
Syr Raph, Did notl direRt youtn the houſe ? 
|  Conferre with you from Fultkam Abbey, 
| Vnto Cheſſon wall ? - 
| Ben. I ncucr ſaw you (ir beforethis howre. | 
Syr Reph. Thcdiuell chou didſt not ; hoe Chamberlen, 
| Chamb. Anon,Anon: 
| 


Syr Raph. Call mine Holt B/agze hither. 
feeif hee be vp, Ithinke hee be 


Cle. 1 will ſend once ouer to 

ſcarſe ſtirring yet, 
Syr Reph. Why knauc,didſtthou not tell mee an houre ago 
Mine 
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of Edmonton. 


mine Meſt was vp? 

Cham, | (ir my Maifter's vp. 

\Syr Ra, You knauc,isavp,andisanctvp ? 
Doelt thou mocke me ? 

Chamb, I fir,my M, is vp,but Ithinke 24. Blagwe indeede be 
not (tirring, 

Syr Raph. Why who's thy Maſter ? is notthe Maſter of the 
houſe thy Maſter ? | 

Chamb. Yes Syr,but M. Blagwe ouer the way. 

Syr Ar. Is notthisthe George; before God theres ſome vil - 
 lnicinthis. 
| Chamb. S'footc,our lignes remou'de,thisis (trange. 


Emer Blagne traſſing his points. 


Bla. Chamberlen,(peake vp tothe New-lodgings, | 
Bid Net looke well to the Bak't-meats, | 
How now my olde lenerts banke,my horſe, | 
My caftle, lyc in Walthemall night, and nor + 
vnder the Canopic of your Holt Blag»e: houſe ? | 

Syr Ar. Mine Hoſt,mine Hoſt, wee lay all night at the George | 
in W etham; but whether the George be your Fee-limpleorno, 
| tis a queſtion, looke vpon your ligne. | 

Hoſt. Bodic of Saint George, this is mine ouerthwart neigh- - 
bour hath done this, toſeduce my blinde cuſtomers, lle tickle | 
his Ccaltrophe tor this ; If I doc notindite him at next A(- 
files for Brrg/ary, let mee dic of che yellowes ; for I ſeetis no 
boote ia theſe dryes to {cru the 710d Duke of Norfolke, the 
villanous worlde isturn'd manger , one jade deceiues another, 
and your Oiltler playes hispart commonly for the fourth ſhare, 
haue wee Comeates in hand, you v horeſun villanous male Lox- 
den-lcrtcher ? | 
| Syr Ar. Mine Holt, wee haue had the moylingſt night of it 
i 
that cucr we had in our lives. 

H-8. It cerraine : i 
Sy" Raph. Wee hae bene inthe Forreſt all night almoT. 
Hoſt. S'ioot, How did I mille you? hart, 1 was a ſicz/m a 


# Bucke 


The merry Diuell 


'Bucke there. 
Syr Art. A plague on you, we were [layed for you. 


- 
Hoft. Were you my noble Romanes? why, you ſhall ſhare, 
the veniſon is a footing , Sine Cerere & Bactho, friget Venere 
That 18, Theres a good break-fa(t prouided for a Marriage,thats 
In my houſc tl.is morning. | 

$y4 Art. A Marriage nine Hoſt 2 

Helt, AcomunQtion copulatiue, a gallant match, hetweene 
your Caughter,and M. Kaymend Mourchenſey, young [uncniia. 

$yr Art. Hou ? 
Hoſt. Tis tine, tis done, 

Weele thew you a Preitdent ich cinill Law for'e. 

S$Syr Ra. How! wmarricd ! 

og. Leauetricks,and admiration,theres a clcancly paire of 

ſheets in the bed 6n the Orchardchamber-& they ſhall lic there, 
what ?ile doe nt, le fcruc the goed Duke of Nortoike, 
| Ser Ar. Thou fhalt repent this blagne, 
| S1r Ra. Ifanv Law in Exz/ard will make thee (mare for this, 
{ _ expc&itwith all (cucritie. | 
f Heſ?, 1 renounce your dehance,if you parle ſo roughly. Ile 
| barracado my gates apain(t you: (tand faire Bully ; Praeſt come 
| 
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| off ftrom the rereward; what can youſay now ?t wasdonein my 
houſe, 1 hauc ſhelter rtÞ Court for't, Doe (ce your bay window? 
I ſcrue the good Duke of Norfolke,and tis his lodging,ſtorme, 4 
I care not,ſcruing the good duke of-Norfolke : thouart an ator 
in this, and thouſhalt carry fire inthy facceternally. 


Enter Smug, Meonnchenſey, Harry Clare, 
and Muliſcent. : 
Smng. Firc,s'blood,theresno fire in England like your Tri- 
ridade-lacke; is any war here humorous ? wee ſlolethe veni- 


ſon,and weele iuſtificit; ſay you now. 
Hof. In good ſoothe S9wng, theres more Sacke cn the fire | 


STng. | 
$mw. I dce rot take ary exceptions againſ} your Sacke, but 


if youle lend mce a picke-ltaffe, ile cudgell them all hence,by 
this hand. 
Heſt. 


Lk 
. od EN 


of Edmonton. 

Hoſt. Tay thou ſhaltin tothe Celler, 

Sm. $'foot mine Hoſt,ſhalls not grapple? 

Pray pray you; I could fight now for ail the world like a Coc- 
katricesege; ſhalsnot ſerue the Duke of Norfolke ? Exit, 

Heft. Inskipper in. 
cn Sir Arth. Sirra, hath young Mowntchenſey married your- 

ilter ? 

Ha. Cla Tis Certaine Sir; her's the Prieſt that coupled 
them z the parties ioyned, and the honeſt witncile that cride, 
Ainen. 

Atermt. Sir Arthur Clare, my rew created Father, I beſcech 
vou hcarc me. | 

Sir »r. Sir, Sir, you area fooliſi boy, you haue done that 
y ou cannot anſwere ; | dare be bold to ccaze her from you, for 
ſhee's a profeſt Nun, 

A. With pardon (ir,that name is quite vndone, 

T his truc-loue knot cancelles both maid and Nun. 
When fir(l you told me 1 ſhould aR that part, 

How cold and blocdie it crept ore my hart! 

To Chcilon with aſmiling brow I went, 

But yctzdeerc lir,it was to this intent, | 

That my ſweete Raymond might find better meanes, 
To (tcale me thence : in breefe diſguifde he came, 
Like Nouice toold father Hilder ſham. 

His tutor here didaRtthat cunning part, 

And in our louc hath ioynd much wit to art. 

Cla. Is tcuen ſol 

AMil. With pardon therefore we intreate your (miles, 
Louec thwarted,turnes it (clfc tothoufand wiles., 

Cla. Young Maiſtcr [ermnghaw, were you anaQor, in your 
owne louecs abule ? 

ler. My thoughts, good (ir, 

Did labour (criouſly vnto thisend, 
To wrong my ſelte erc ide abuſc my friend, 

Hoſt. He ſpeakes like a Batchclur of muſicke all in Num- 
bers ; knights if I had knowne you « cul heuc ler this co + of 
Partridges lit chus long vpon their kuces viider my ligne; vit, 
E | 


': 
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| | 


I would have fpred my Jorewith ld Couverlide, 
Sir Ar. Well fir, for this your ligne was remoued, was it ? 
Hoſt, Faith we followed the directions of the diue!], 
Maiſter Peer Fabel/and Smwg, Lord bletſe v8,could ncuer ſtand 
vpright lince. 
Sir Ar. You fir,twas you was his miniſter that married them. 
Sir [o. Sirto preuc my ſelfe an honeſt man, being that I vas 
laſt night in the forreſt {tcaling Veniſon z now fir to haue you 
{tand my friend,if that matter (honld be calld in queſtion, I mar- 
ried your daughter to this worthy genticman. 
Sir Ar. I may chaunce torequite you, and make your necke 
crack for't. V 
Sir Io. If youdoe,lam asrefolute as my 
Neighbour vicar of Waltham Abby : a hem, 
Graile and hay,weare all mortall, 
Letsliue tell we be hangd mine hoſt, 
And be merry and theres an end. 
Fab. New knights I enter,now my part begins. 
To cad this difference,know;at firſt I knew 
What you iatended;ere your loue tooke flight, 
From old Moewuntchen/cy: your lir Arthur Clare, - 
Were minded to hauc married this ſweete beavtie, 
Toyong Franke lerningham; to croile w hich match, 
Lvideſome prettic fleighty,but I proteſt 
Such as butſatz vpon the skirts of Art, 
No coniurations,nor ſuch weightie (pells, 
Astie the ſoule to their performancic : 
Thecelefor his ſouc who once was my deere puple, 
Haucl effected : now me thinks tis ſtrange, 
That you being old in wiſedome ſhould thus knit, 
Your forchead on this match, ſince reaſon failcs, 
No law can curbe the louers raſh attempt, 
Yearecs inreliſtiag this arc ſadly ſpent: 
Smilc then vpon your daughter and kind {onne, 
And let our toyle to futurcages prouc, 
The diucll of Edmonton did good in Love. 


Sir Ar. Well tis in vainc to crofle the prouidence: 
| | Deere 


of Edmonton, 


Deere Sonne,1 take thee vp into my hart, 
Riſe Jaughter,this is a kind fathers part, 

Hoſt. Why Sir George lend for Spindles noiſe, preſcnuly, 
1a,crt be night, ile ſerue the good Duke of Narfolke, 

Pri. Gratle and bay, mine hoſt, letsliue till we dic, and be 
merry and chcre's an end, 

Sir 4r. What,is breakfaſt readic mine Hoſl ? 

Hyſt. Tis my little Hebrew, 

$;r Ar. Sirraridec ſtrait to Chellon Nunrie, 

Fetch thence my Lady,the houſe I know, 
By this time miſſes their yong votarie : 
Come knights lets in, 

Fit. 1 will to hotle preſently (ir ;a plague a my Lady, I ſhall 
mitle a 200d breakfaſt. Smwng how chance you cut ſo plaguely 
behind Smug ? | 

Sms. Stand away; ile founder youel(e, 

Bul. Farewell Smwg,thou art in anotherelement, 

Smr. 1 will be by and by,I will be Sir George againe, * 

Str Ar. Take heed the fellow do not hurt himſelfe, 

Sir Rap». Did we not laſt night find two S. Georges here, 

Fab. Yes Knights,this martialiſt was one ofthem. 

Cla. Then thus conclude your night of mcriment. 


Exeunt One, 


FINIS. 
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